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ting secret plans. There is something impalpable in the women
of primitive societies, some spring or power which they never
reveal, a rumination upon the life of their family or clan which
determines to what use they will put their power; and it is
always they who prompt the decisions of their men and enjoy
their triumphs in secret. I am not sure that I do not prefer this
to the shrill intervention of wromen in affairs in our civilized
communities.
More and more as I lived with these people I found that I
was changing, was adapting myself to their way of life. I had
ceased to be critical of it, had accepted it. From talkative, for
example, I had become laconic; and if you think of it, how
many unnecessary words we pronounce in our society! Lan-
guage, I began to believe, was made for the idle; and we on
the trail were never idle. Three people journeying over the ice
form a tacit community. Each plays his part, does his job, as
well as he can, and does it in silence. So it was with us, and the
understanding between us was perfect. As soon as we saw a
hill ahead, without a word all three sprang down and pushed
the sled. Whether it was to ice the runners, to disentangle the
harness, or to make tea, our movements w^ere co-ordinated; the
result was an unforgettable impression of harmony and serenity.
And once the work was done we would roll cigarettes out
of our common tin while a smile as of connivance flashed
between us.
Each night the igloo went up in no time at all. Working out-
side with her native shovel, the wife would tamp the snow into
a fine powder and cover the whole house with it, so that the
chinks were solidly filled. The husband would chain the dogs
in place after he had built our shelter. Indoors, as busy as an
old housewife, I would bestir myself. Comfort in the igloo is a
matter of organization. Everything must be within reach, once
you have seated yourself on the iglerk, and each object must be
present in its appointed place. The matches are here, the
'drinking snow5 there, and without stirring, merely by putting
out your arm, you should be able to boil water, reach the
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